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accomplished and perhaps a certain glamour assuage
the pain. But there is nothing romantic about being
very sore and stiff and tired so that each movement is
an effort of will. I began inwardly to blame my body
for being untrained and soft, to blame Ashwa for being
slow and lazy, and to blame Sudan for being obstinate
and incomprehensible. Above all, I blamed myself for
being unable to rise above physical fatigue. And the
more I blamed, the deeper I sank into the dungeon of
my pain.

"To-night we find bedouin tents. And there, Bek,
there will be camel's milk and a girl for you."

I turned over the pages of my pocket dictionary to
the letter " S " so I could say, "I expect both will be
sour." Then I chuckled and gave it up.

"Camel's milk and a young girl for you. Do you
want a girl to-night to marry ? "

"No/' I said.   " But I do want some camel's milk."

'' In the tent it will be nice and warm for the Bek to
sleep to-night."

"Good," I said.

We moved steadily to the west. I could, of course,
order him to go south-east, straight to Mudawwara,
But I reckoned I would learn more from him if I treated
him as a guide and companion than if I spoke to him as
an officer to a corporal.

At last we saw a flock of goats in the distance. Sudan
began a long shouting match with the shepherd across
the valley. Eventually he said, " The tents are to the
south." It was evening, and the herds were being
driven in to the camp. The little black lambs trotted
meekly behind their mothers. Our camels stumbled
along a narrow wadi with steep, stony sides until we
-reached five lowly bedouin tents pitched on the moun-